BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

THE STREET ORATOR1

At Clitheroe from the Market Square
I saw rose-lit the mountain's gleam,

I stood before the people there
And spake as in a dream.

At Oldham of the many mills

The weavers are of gentle mind ;
At Haslingden one flouted me,

At Burnley all the folk were kind,

At Ashton town the rain came down,

The east wind pierced us through and through,

But over little Clitheroe

The sky was bright and blue.

At Clitheroe through the sunset hour

My soul was very far away :
I saw Ben Bulben's rose and fire

Shining afar o'er Sligo Bay.

At Clitheroe round the Market Square

The hills go up, the hills go down,
Just as they used to go about

A mountain-guarded Irish town.

Oh, I have friends in Haslingden,

And many a friend in Hyde,
But 'tis at little Clitheroe

That I would fain abide.

THE GOOD SAMARITAN1

At evening in the sunset flame
Out of the mill the workers came ;
She who with four great looms weaves
Found Justice fallen among thieves,
The Egyptian Pillar, by Eva Gore-Booth.